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Gone Solo 


Author's Notes: 
This is a little something | dug up from the past, so some of you may have already seen it. | am hoping that if 
| post it, I'll finish it. 


His eyelids fluttered closed with that first touch, shutting out the blue light of the room. 


Everything was blue. His skin, the furniture, the air, it was all tinged blue. His very breath he thought, if he 


could see it, would certainly be blue. 


James’ thigh muscle jumped when the fingertips grazed against the soft hairs there. His small noise was 
quickly echoed by a female groan, 


James' eyes opened slightly, in time to see the blonde's head start downward. He smiled as slick warmth 
wrapped around his cock His head dropped back against the couch, eyes shut tight. His ears tuned into the wet 
sounds of sex, and he tensed slightly, ready to chase that all consuming sensation that teased him. 


James cracked his eyes open again. Watched as the blonde rose and smiled towards him. The fingers wrapped 
around his cock stroked tight and steady. His toes curled into the carpet and then his stomach dropped as the 
woman turned away from him, exposing her secrets to his view. James watched, intent, as she lowered herself 
slowly. 


| could spend an eternity, just this way, he thought to himself. 


His cock jumped against the confining wetness, the pleasure increasing and yet still just out of reach. His hips 
arched up, buttocks clenching, nerve endings straining to reach that blissful point. 


| could spend an eternity.. 


Eternity.. 


Spend... 


"Fuck!" he growled. 
James' body slumped back onto the couch. 


His hand flopped against his thigh with a wet smack, leaving his cock to bounce between his spread thighs, 


abandoned. 


"This is fucking bullshit," he muttered to himself, wiping the cream off his hand and onto his thigh. "I could 
spend a fucking eternity fucking jacking off and | will never fucking come. Fuck!" 


Hours earlier he had awakened, and had done so with great discomfort. His cock had been hard and needy. It 


was an instant decision to jack off to some porn, and then go back to sleep. 

Of course, it didn't work. 

It never worked. 

His cock was still hard, and he didn't even want to think about the needy part. 

James scowled towards the extra large TV screen, frowning at the incredibly fake blonde and her double-d's as 
she began a frantic ride atop an equally disgusting fat guy. Was there no good porn, he wondered. His hand 
found the remote and he flipped the dvd off, only to be assaulted by the graphic image of a transsexual in the 


final stages of reassignment surgery. 


"Ugh. Fucking Discovery. 


His fingers jabbed at plastic buttons until there was complete darkness. He sat there, naked, and let his mind 


wander. The house was completely silent, but it was also 4 o'clock in the morning. 

James wasn't sure when this had all started, exactly. He couldn't categorize it or put a finger to the precise 
event, but it seemed now that it had been forever since he and his wife had made love..or had sex..or fucked, 
for that matter. Somewhere along the line, she had put a stop to it, and he had conceded. 

He wondered just where his mind had been at the time. 

He loved her, needed her, and trusted her. Perhaps that last was the most important part, because James 
trusted no one. He had learned to trust her though, and for that, her friendship was mandatory in his book. He 
needed her, and she him, just not quite in the same way. They stayed together, in an odd relationship that was 


predominantly comfortable, save for one minor detail. 


James sighed. She was somewhere in the dark recesses of the house, sleeping. Her and the children, all sleeping, 


dreaming. 

He was jealous. 

He wished he could be okay with it all, but he just wasn’t. James reached with one long arm and moved the 
pump topped bottle of hand cream back into its rightful position He watched as he moved the bottle towards 
the couch, against the wall, towards the couch and then back against the wall where it belonged, once again. 
He wondered if she wondered why, or even if she cared that, she always had to realign the lotion bottle. 

He pressed his palm down on his softening cock, willing it to go entirely away. He pulled up his shorts and, as 
his eyes started feeling heavy, he stretched himself out on the couch. Tomorrow he would be back in the 
studio with the guys. With a heavy sigh, he pulled the blanket over his legs. The studio would be a nice 
distraction. 

+++ 

James threw his guitar pick on the floor. He looked up to find everyone staring at him. 

"What the fuck?" Lars said as he twirled a drumstick in the air. 

"| don't want to play 'Loverman'" James said. 


‘Its part of the set." 


"Take it off the set. I'm not playing it" James undid the snaps of his guitar strap and lowered the instrument 
to its stand. 


"| like ‘Loverman'--" Kirk started. 

"And | fucking don't." James voice began to rise, but then he remembered his therapy, his counting. | - | wil 
not scream. 2 - Its not that important. 3 - If | don't tell them what the problem is, how can they understand? 
4.0h, fuck it. James stomped past Rob and out the studio door. 

In the kitchen common James jerked open the refrigerator. He needed a drink, he decided as he surveyed the 
rattling bottles. He reached for the beer, and then detoured to a Pelligrino. Stupid-fucking-italian-sparkling- 
water-has-nothing-in-it-so-l'm-safe, the one thought he managed as he ripped the top off the bottle and sent 
the metal disk flying into the trash can. James took a long draw off the bottle and then set it hard onto the 
counter. 

He turned and stared out the window, soft steps sounding behind him. 

"What is it?" 

James grunted, shrugged. 

"C'mon dick, tell your favorite friend what ales ye. Get it? ALES ye?" Lars laughed and mocked James’ stance in 
front of the window. Legs spread, arms crossed, scowl in place. James could just see Lars in his peripheral 
vision, the corner of his mouth quirked, 

Lars bumped against James’ shoulder. "Nice view," he said. 

"Fuck off" 

"lIl bet you ten bucks it doesn't move." 


"What?" James turned to his friend. 


Lars indicated towards the window with his chin, and then looked up at James. "The basketball hoop. I'll bet you 


ten bucks it doesn't move." 

"What are you talking about?" He smiled, he couldn't help it. 

"Well, that's why you're standing here, right?" Lars turned, gesturing his thumb towards the window. "You're 
afraid something terrible is going to happen to the basketball hoop, so you're gonna watch it just to be sure 
its safe. | know. Cause that basketball hoop is the most important thing in the world to you. 


"Wouldn't want anything to happen to that on your watch, now would we?" Lars shook his head solemnly. 


James laughed. 


"Now," Lars said, "my only question is what precisely does the national security of our basketball hoop have to 


do with your not wanting to play ‘Loverman’ anymore, hmmm?" 

James stopped laughing. He dropped heavily into the nearest chair and caught his face in his hands. 
"nahtin" 

"Butt ring? What? Cant hear you" Lars said as he took a seat on the opposing ottoman 
James looked at Lars. "Nothing. It has nothing to do with anything." 

"Not true." 

"True" 

"Not" 

"Dammit, Lars," James sighed, "it's nothing." 

"Tell me." 

"| don't want to discuss this right now." 

"Discuss what?" 

"This!" 

"What's _this_?" 

"Nothing." 


"Exactly, we're discussing nothing," Lars looked at his fingernails, and then bit at a cuticle. He spit. "How hard 
can that be?" 


James growled in frustration If he didn't really love this little fucker sitting across from him he would have 


punched his fucking lights out long ago..20 years ago, to be exact. 


‘Cummmmmmoonnnnn,” Lars crooned. He placed his hands on James' knees and squeezed, a poor attempt to 


goad his friend. 


James froze in place. His chest hurt and he was pretty damn sure he was hallucinating. He could feel the 


warmth of Lars' hands through the denim. his brain stumbled over that fact and onto the mental calendar of 


how long it had been since he had been touched. His mind forbade movement. 

Lars leaned back. "C'mon now, tell Papa Lars all your troubles.” 

"Oh hell no." James stood and stepped past the ottoman. He had considered telling Lars, confiding in Lars. It was 
a simple thing really, he needed to get laid. He needed release. After all this time of therapy and feelings and 
bullshit whatnot, pent up aggression was no longer a driving creative force. Pent up aggression was a brick wall. 
He needed to find a way through it to the other side, and Lars was not the door. 

James grabbed the neck of the Pelligrino as he strode past the counter. 

"lll be back. | need to walk," he said without looking back at Lars. 


"You need to get laid," Lars laughed. 


James kept walking until he felt the sun on his skin. He looked up and down the sidewalk before turning towards 
the beach. 


"You have no idea" James responded to the long gone Lars. 


Coffee Shots 


Author's Notes: 
| think | see a pattern here.. 


“Shut up. Shuddup, shuddup, shuddup!" 
James pounded the heal of his hand against his skull as he dropped onto a park bench. 


The long reaching rays of a setting sun were warm to the touch. The beach was still heavily covered in near 


naked bodies and romping limbs. 
James acknowledged none of it. 
"Is it fucking possible for the human brain to just stop thinking? Five minutes, thats all | ask." 


James thought about Kirk and all of his meditating and yoga crap. Perhaps he should be better friends with 
Kirk. 


"Maybe then | could make it stop." James sighed. 


His long legs sprawled into the path of the sidewalk His downcast eyes watched as two pair of feet sidestepped 
his boots. A couple, legs close enough to be walking arm and arm. Boy shoes, girl shoes. "Fucking just make it 
stop." 


James looked up, interested to see the couple who probably had not one fucking issue between them. Probably 
fucked every night. "Fuckers," he said as his head moved upward. They were staring at him, awkwardly, curious. 
The boy's eyebrows rose. That's when James realized he had been speaking out loud the whole time. Aloud, to 
himself, to the thin late afternoon air that surrounded him. He must be crazy. He stared back at the boy, 


watched the girl look away, embarrassed. James lifted his lip, snarled, "Fuck off." 

Boy shoes, girl shoes. Both quickened their pace away from him. James laughed. Here he was, just another 
crazy son-of-a-bitch taking up public space on a city park bench. Better dressed than most of the homeless, 
but still. He shook his head. 


In front of him, the waves caressed the sand quietly. The sound of the ocean was still present, but it seemed 


content with rolling across the beach gently. James surveyed the water. With the absence of significant waves 
came the absence of surfers, but the beach itself was littered with people. Small groups congregated together 
on loudly colored beach towels and under impromptu umbrella shade. Coolers plundered of the day's offerings, 


an abandoned beach ball and one small yappy dog. Some sets of people were collecting their belongings to leave. 


The day was winding down, as were the tourists, while the city to James’ back geared up for another night of 


activity. 


James ran his hand through his hair, stretched his neck. His eyes wandered over the expanse of white 


between him and the water. He watched as people went about their own business of coming and going. 


In front of him, and off to the left a couple caught his eye. James watched them. The girl was beneath the 
man. They were kissing, heatedly, oblivious to the public that surrounded them it seemed. The girl's hair 
splayed out across the blanket separating them from the grating sand. It was shiny, golden. James thought it 
looked like so much silk, he could almost feel it's softness in his fingers. James' eyes skated down the barely 
visible line of her side. He watched as her denim clad hips pressed upward towards the man's and then as the 
man pressed back, firmly centered between her spread legs. James stared, his groan was subtle and as badly 
as he wished to touch the thickening at his crotch, he held off. He was aware he was in public, even if they 
did not. 


The formed plastic beneath his fingertips didn't give to his tightening grip. James' eyes slid shut briefly, and 
against his eyelids, he replayed that simple scene. The girl's hips pressed up, the man's down James’ buttocks 
clenched involuntarily, tilting his own hips just a fraction forward. He blinked He pressed his palm down once on 
his half-hard cock, readjusting the flesh, inconspicuously, he hoped. His eyes drifted to the left to find the 


couple once again 


They were moving now, to get up. James smirked. "Probably going to go home and get laid," he said with 


derision. "Fucker--" James's eyes widened. "Fuckers!" he said and leaned forward squinting. 
"| know." 
James jumped and turned to his right. "Excuse me?" 


"Not fair, is it? They do that shit all the time. Ben and Jason, from the club. They call it foreplay," a young 


man said, laughing. The man seated himself on the bench, but not too close, and smiled broadly at James. 


James stared while trying desperately to make his brain function. He looked back at the couple, now walking 
away from them and farther along the beach towards the parking lot. 


Two sets of short shorts. 


Two bare backs. 


One blonde, one dark. 

Both men. 

James shook his head and then remembered his new ‘friend’. He turned, warily. He crossed his right ankle over 
his left knee and tried to look natural as he drew his knee upward with his hands. The man was younger than 
he, hardly thirty, and he gave a distinct impression of being ‘clean cut despite the dark hair that reached his 
shoulders. Perhaps it was the finely groomed line of his beard, James thought. 

"You come here alot?" 

"Um. No." James said. His eyes moved to examine the spot just to the right and over the man's shoulder. 

"You look familiar." 


"No. 


The man next to him scrutinized James' face, but only for a second, and then he laughed softly. "I just thought 
maybe | had seen you here before. You know, like the others.” 


"The others?" 

The man indicated up and down the beach sidewalk. "The others." 

James leaned forward and looked past his companion, and then he sat back and looked over his other shoulder. 
On both accounts there were men wandering off in various directions. Some were just rising from the other 
benches. Some were sitting with other men. 

Just like him. 

James looked back at the man next to him, realization coming slowly, horrifically. 

"Eric," the man said, offering his right hand. 

James stared at the proffered hand. It was dark, bronzed by the sun, and large, like a catchers mitt, but with 
perfectly manicured nails. Smooth hands, hands that had never seen a hard days manual labor or, for that 


matter, a set of drumsticks or a guitar. 


James' eyes wandered up the length of the dark arm, across the blue fabric strap of the tank top, over a 
muscled neck, past the too white teeth and into black eyes. 


"What?" 


The thick lips broadened into an even larger smile. "Eric. That's my name. And you would be..?" The large hand 
moved closer to James. He blinked at it, without extending the same courtesy and watched as the dark paw 
slowly retreated. 

James bolted off the bench seat and started down the sidewalk at a steady pace. He hoped that it didn't seem 


hurried, but he really needed to get away. James never looked back, but he swore he could feel the heat of 


the black gaze he had just left behind burning a hole through his back. 


+++ 


James lost track of how long he had been walking. He made several turns and crossed half a dozen streets 
before he had the presence of mind to slow down. "There's nobody chasing you," he said aloud, if only to make 
himself feel better. Two storefronts later was a Starbucks. He stepped inside and ordered one very large, very 
strong, straight black coffee. None of that Latte shit for him. Carrying the steaming cup, he stepped outside 
again and took a seat at a sidewalk table. 


Blessedly there was no one else around, Nobody. 


James panicked. He dug the cell phone out of his jean pocket and punched speed dial number one. James eyes 
moved up and down the street as he listened to the shrill ring of the phone at his ear. 


"This is Lars. Leave a message." 


"Fuck" James poked the end button and tapped the phone against his chin, thinking. He looked at the display 


screen and then decided. He dialed number 2. It only rang once. 

"Are you okay?" 

Hello went out the door with caller ID, James figured. "Can you pick me up?" 

"You're not in jail are you?" 

"No, l'm not in jail" James whining sarcasm wasn't lost on Kirk. 

"Bar?" 

"l'm at the fucking Starbucks on La Hacienda asshole. Are you gonna pick me up, or not?" 
"Ten minutes." 

"Thank you." 


"You are most welcome," Kirk responded with a laughter-tinged voice. 


James hung up and snatched the cup off the table in front of him. He swallowed the hot liquid, determining 
that the shots they sold inside just weren't exactly what he was looking for right then 


Ten minutes later the red spyder's headlights cut through an encroaching dusk and pulled up at the curb. 


James left his coffee behind. 


